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THE GOLD EDGE TO THE CLOUD. 



A maiden sat with earnest eye 

Fixed on the &r off west, 
Twas even, and the summer sky 

Was in glad splendour drest, 
Amber, and roseate, and blue. 

All beauteous to behold ; 
But one cloud was of sombre hue 

And had a fringe of gold. 
And whilst these rainbow colors shone. 

Still bright'ning as they bowed, 
That maiden's gaze yet lingered on 

The gold edge to the cloud. 
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A mother stood with tearful awe 

Beside a baby-cot, 
Her fond heart trembled wildly, for 

Her litUe one was not. 
The eyes were clos'd no more to weep. 

The brow was ealm and fair, 
The child was sleeping, a long sleep 

For death was reigning there. 
The Mother ask'd, with bended knee, 

And chasten'd spirit bowed. 
That God would give her grace to see 

The gold edge to the cloud. 

A christian laid him down to die. 

His eyes were growing dim. 
The flow'ry earth, and sunny sky, 

Were dark and drear to him, 
In that sad hour for strength he lean'd 

On an Almighty hand ; 
And as a shady rock it screened 

Him in a weary land. 
He trembled not, for kind and true 

That strong hand o'er him bow^d 
And clear'd his eye of faith to flew 

The gold edge to the doud. 
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Oh in the hour, the painful hour. 

When 801T0WS waves swell high. 
When dismallj the storm clouds low'r 

And darken all our sky, 
Alas that unbelief should be 

So quick our hearts to tinge ; 
Alas that we the dark cloud see 

But not the gdden fringe. 
Would we but turn our eyes above, 

When low with sorrow bowed, 
We should discern the line of love 

The gold edge to the cloud. 



THE DAY OF REST. 



Dear day of rest thou art a hallow'd gem, 
The fairest leaf upon the tree of time, 
The richest jewel in its diadem. 
The sweetest note that in its lay doth chime. 
Bright day of rest, a blessed boon thou art 
Unto the tired hand and troubled heart. 
A% 
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Dear day of rest as sunshine to the flowers. 
Or sympathy unto the saddened soul, 
So warm and welcome are thy sacred hours 
To weary christians, who awhile would roll 
Their cares aside, and leave each cloudy scene. 
To linger in the sweetness of thy sheen. 

Bright day of rest, most beautiftd and dear, 
Emblem and earnest of that golden day. 
When we shall cease firom sorrow, sin, and fear. 
And God shall wipe our every tear away : 
Whilst rapturously amongst the pure and blest. 
We dwell for ever in the realms of rest. 



" BROKEN REEDS/ 



Sons of deep intelligence. 
In your generation wise, 

Spend ye all your time and sense 
On the things below the skies ; 

Trusting to your goodly deeds ? 

Oh ye lean on " broken reeds.*' 
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Daughters of gay fashion's sphere, 
Threading life's intricate maze, 

All your hopes are center'd here. 
And bejond ye seldom gaze. 

Gentle pity with you pleads ; 

For ye lean on " broken reeds." 

Ye who rest on earthly love, 

Earthly friendship, earthly power. 

Broken cisterns will they prove 
In the dark and coming hour : 

Vanity each soul misleads. 

And ye lean on " broken reeds." 

Ye who fondly build your nest 

In the earth through which ye roam ; 

Seeking for no other rest. 
Striving for no purer home : 

StiH on husks each spirit feeds, 

And ye lean on ** broken reeds." 
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BEAUTIFUL MUSIC. 



Beautifiil music I lore thee, 

Whether thou comest to me. 
Soft from the smigsters above me 

Or deep from the billowy sea ; 
I have heard thy l«oe voice in the wildwood. 

When the birds on each beautifiil bough. 
Sung songs which enchanted my childhood, 

And are haunting my memory now, 

And IVe heard thy loud voice in the thunder ; 

In the dash of the water's roar : 
When its deep bass notes made me wonder 

It could ever be still any more. 
Beautiful music I love thee, 

Whether thou comest to me, 
Soft from the songsters above me 

Or deep from the billowy sea. 
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Beautiftil music IVe heard thee, 

In tones which the heart could enchain ; 
And wildly their memories have stirred me ; 

For I never may hear them again. 
Oh, the thoughts ci those soul thrilling voices 

Are link'd with the absent and dead. 
And sadly my spirit rejoices 

Whilst waking up visions now fled. 

Beautiful music thy gladness 

Flings over my spirit a spell ; 
But it clings to thee closer in sadness, 

For thy soothing voice suiteth it well. 
Beautifiil music I love thee. 

Whether thou comest to me. 
Soft from the songsters above me. 

Or deep from the billowy sea. 
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THE DYING BOY TO HIS MOTHER. 



My Mother dear, I soon shall go, far, for away to dwell, 
In that bright world of blessedness, I know you love so weU. 
Yes I am sure you love it well, for when I hear you sing, < 

'Tis always of that better world with Jesus for its king. 
You tell me of the Angel bands, their thrilling harps of gold. 
Their robes of white all beautiful, and dazzling to behold ; 
And when I pluck the flowers of earth, and call them rich and rare,. 
You talk to me of brighter flowers, which bloom for ever there. 

I know the vale of death is cold, I feel almost afraid ; 

Oh, are there not some gleams of light ? will all the way be shade ? 

And is it very far Mother? Ah, say will it be long? 

Before I reach the spirit land, and hear the seraph's song? 

O, if I should grow weary — but what is that you say, 

** Your darling wont be leffc alone, to tread that dreary way ;" 

Then do you think some messenger, from out those regions fair 

Will take hold of my hand Mother, and lead me safely there ? 

Now Mother, tell me more about that home beyond the skies, 
Where God shall wipe away all tears for ever from our eyes, 
Where the tree of life bears golden fruit, and healing leaves for aye» 
And the Lamb from off the throne, shall lead were living fountains 
play. 
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Oh, I shall often lit me down beside the pearly gate, 

And if the angels come to me, and ask me why I wait, 

I'll say my mother's on the road, our Father's house to share, 1 

And I would be amongst the first to greet her spirit there. 



TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 



When the wide world is dreaming. 
When bright eyes cease gleaming, 
When the pure moon is beaming, 

I listen for thee. 
And thy music comes streaming, 
Through the stilly night seeming. 
Like spirit-tones, teeming 

With beauty to me. 

When the night winds are winging. 

When the day-star is springing. 

Sweet songs thou art singing, 
I love the dear sound. 
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Wild gushing notes stringing, 
Rich plaintivdy ringing, 
Strange melody flinging 
Dear bird all around. 

So would I be spending 
My life till its ending, 
In praise to him tending 

Who taught thee to sing. 
For the songs thou art sending, 
I ween must be wending, 
All beautifully blending 

To heaven's high king. 



DREAMS. 



Dreams, dreams, O mystical dreams ; 

How broad and how deep is your range ! 
Deeper than ocean's caves» 
Broader than ocean's waves, 

Beautiful things, yet strange. 
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In dreama — we walk with the dead, 
The dead, yet so wondrously dear, 

We look in the loved eyes again, 

And whisper onr pleasure and pain, 
As we should do if they were here. 

In dreams — the worn old man 

Is once more the wandering boy. 
Revelling in sunlit hours, 
Rejoicing with birds and flowers. 

As he did in those days of joy. 

In dreams — we hold converse sweet, 

All unrestrained by fear, 
With friends who are yet at our side, 
The few which have not died — 

The few whom our hearts hold dear. 



In dreams — ^we revisit again 

And again the heart's favorite spot ; 
Be it mountain, or ingle, or dell. 
It knows and it loveth it well, 

And oh, it forgetteth it not. 
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In dreams — of the spirit land, 

The greaty and the good we view, 
The great which no longer are here, 
The good who have passed from oar sphere, 
To dwell with the pure and the true. 



Dreams, dreams, O mystical dreams, 
How broad and how deep Is your range ! 

Deeper than ocean's caves. 

Broader than ocean's waves, 
Beautiful things, yet strange* 



BEAR YE ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS, AND 

SO FULFIL THE LAW OF CHRIST." 
GakUiaruvi. 2. 



Oh, hast thou never in thy silent grieving, 
Bless'd the true tear that gem'd another's eye ? 

And hail'd his warm hand, beautifully weaving 
Round thy crush'd heart, the chords of sympathy \ 
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And hast thou not, e'en though no words were spoken, 
When gently watching the bright tear-drop start, 

Felt the strong bands which bound thy burden, broken. 
Whilst he has kindly borne a brother's part ? 

And hast thou no remembrances of smiling 

Upon a traveller, more tired than thou. 
Who bless'd thy kindly greeting, half beguiling 

The weariness which would his spirit bow ? 
Or some dear words hast thou not drop'd in blessing, 
- Upon some soul more stricken than thine own. 
And seen that soul, fresh love and strength possessing. 
Rise up and walk, the way which thou hast shown ? 

Then listen to the gracious lesson, — bearing 

Another's burden, soft your own shall lay. 
For he who thus another's cross is sharing, 

Shall find his own grow lighter by the way. 
Beautiful precept, for it breaketh never. 

The law of Him, the Holy, and the bright : 
Who speaks imto us from His Word, and ever 

Calls His yoke easy, and His burden light. 
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THE GIPSY BABE. 



There was grief in the tent and sad despair, 

For death, with mthless hand, 
Had fix*d his seal on the loveliest there, 
The sweetest, the purest, the one most fair 

Of all that wandering band. 

That youthful mother felt the smart 

Of death's sting in her lowly home. 
With clouded brow, behold her start, 
As she wildly folds to her sorrowing heart 
The hand of that little one. 

The hope of her heart, her life's pride lies 

All breathless, and cold, and fair. 
And the mother raises her tearful eyes, — 
She has heard of that name beyond the skies, 
And she feels that her child is there. 
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Strewn o'er with flowen in its little bier 

It is wrapp'd in death's long sleep ; 
And the wailings around it cannot hear, 
For it closes the eye, it seals the ear, 

That slumber so calm, so deep. 

And the mother bows o'er that young fair thing 

With anguish on her brow ; 
Her soul to that cherished one will cling. 
E'en while she strives her heart to bring 

To heaven's high will to bow« 

'Tis a truth, 'tis a truth, who shall say it is not ! 

That a mother's love is the same ; 
Her heart beats alike in palace or cot, 
And the Gipsy tent is a sacred spot. 

If it harbours love's hallow'd flame. 
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THE PET OF THE HOUSEHOLD. 



There was a pet in a household bower, 
Who promis'd to prove the sweetest flower, 
She was more fair, and pure, and good. 
Than the brothers and sisters that round her stood ; 
And her mother lov'd her better than they, 
But, the pet of the household pass*d away. 

Another there was with sturdy will« 
Which bow'd but to aflfections thrill, 
With eye so bright and brow so bold. 
Oh, he was the dear lamb of the fold. 
But, in the beautiful month of May 
The pet of the household pass'd away. 

Say, hast thou a bright bud on love's stem, 
In home's sweet casket a precious gem ? 
Is this bud and gem more dear to thee 
Than such blossoms and jewels are wont to be ? 
Then prize it deeply, day by day, 
Likely it is to pass away. 
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TO DEAR ANNIE ON HER BIRTHDAY. 



I write my dearest Annie, jnst to say 

How much for you I wish, how warmly pray 

That Heaven in its kindness may shower down 

Its choicest gifts, your youthful life to crown ; 

That he who watches o'er the humblest flower, 

May watch o*er you, with love, and guard with power ; 

And that you may your trust in him recline, 

Cling to his strength as ivy to the vine. 

We both are young, and to our joyous sight 

The world's a world of beauty and of light. 

The choral songsters of the verdant grove, 

Warble sweet tunes to melody and love ; 

Whilst the sweet flowers responsive to the sound. 

Raise their soft heads and spread their perfumes round, 

Nature attires herself in love and light. 

Can we be sad when all around is bright ? 

And yet they say this will not always last, 

The brightest life is with some shade o'er-cast. 

B 
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And even qow dark clouds sometimes arise 
To intercept the brightnesss of our skies. 
Oh, were it ever mortals lot to know 
The cup of happiness unmix'd below ; 
Then would I wish it yours, or could one bear 
Of human sufferings a double share, 
Then would I mingle with my own your woes, 
And yield without a sigh the thomless rose : 
But no, it could not be, t'would not be meet 
That happiness below should be complete. 
Then should we never labour to aspire 
To something holier and something higher : 
Forgetful that the earth is not our home. 
Along its flowr'y paths should gaily roam : 
Unmindful of that brighter world on high. 
Where pleasures fail not and where sorrows die. 
How glad, how gleapoing is that world a&r. 
Brighter than sim, or moon, or morning star. 
'Tis fairer than the blushing rose of mom, 
Tis sweeter than the breath of early dawn, 
'Tis purer than the dew congealed in air, 
'Tls Heaven my sister, let us hasten there. 
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ANGEL VOICES. 



Angel voices, Angel voices, 

List, their monnar on the air, 
Rapturously my soul rejoices,] 

Sighing yet their songs to share ; 
Earthly music am I hearing, 

SofUy swelling all around ? 
No, the strains my spirit cheering. 

They are of celestial sound. 

Brighter, dearer, purer, clearer, 

Hush ! I hear those notes so rare, 
Coming nearer and yet nearer. 

On the sweet and stilly air, 
Tell me, mother, are you listening ? 

Hear you not, that Heavenly strain ? 
Tears within your eyes are glistening, 

I shall never weep again. 
b2 
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Bid me not fiirewell in sorrow, 

Chase away the starting tear, 
For a beautiful to-morrow, 

Waits your daughter, mother dear* 
Angel voices. Angel Toices, 

List, their music on the air, 
Rapturously my soul rejoices. 
Speeding on, their soDgs to share. 



Suggested bff the words qf a dear sister, who a few hours 
bq/ore her death said she heard heaveiUy music. 



« LOVE NOT THE WORLD. 



•' Love not the world, " her pleasures fair to view 
Are broken cisterns which no water hold, 

And those who think them beautiful and true. 
Find only gilt, were they e3Epected gold. 
" Love not the World. " 
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" Love not the world," her harps of many strings 
Make melody to lure from wisdom's way, 

And with a syren's yoice she sweetly sings, 
She sings to charm, and charmeth to betray. 
" Love not the world." 

" Love not the world," her flowers of beauty fade, 
Her stars of hope from their effulgence fall, 

Her sunny skies are overcast with shade, 
Her woofs of happiness are steeped in gall. 
" Love not the world." 



OUR FATHER'S HOUSE. 



To Heaven with ceaseless longing. 

And joy, we lift our eyes. 
Where angel courses thronging. 

Far, far above the skies. 
Far far above the skies. 

That home so bright and fair. 
Where mourning days are ended. 

And there is no night there. 
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Ok, earth is cold and dreany, 

And dangers thick and sad, 
Snrroond Hxe worn and weary, 

And he may well be glad, 
And he may well be glad. 

Made free from sin and woe, 
To gain that blissful landing, 

No mortal eyes may know. 

Whilst wearily we wander. 

Or peaeefiilly we rove. 
Our hearts shall love the fonder. 

Our Father's house above, 
Our Father's house above, 

Christ asketh us to share, 
Then let us go with singing. 

For he will bring us there. 
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BEAUTY. 



Say Beauty, may a songstress tune thy lays ? 

Simple and inhannomous is my song, 
Yet would I on thy blooming garlands gaze 

And cull a few leaves from the spangled thronfi;. 
Worthy the theme of higher note than mine, 

Yet could a sweeter subject grace my song ? 
Or a more lovely brow my wreath entwine ? 

Therefore, I claim to rove with thee along 
Thy beaming paths, thy happy haunted bowers, 
And watch thy waving form in the wild flowers. 

We see thee in the daisy, when it shows 
Its modest head above the grassy mound ; 

The valley's lily, and the virgin rose. 
Spreading their soft perfumery around ; 

The violet sweet, retiring to the shade ; 

The snowdrop, rising irom the cold dam^ %To\nA\ 
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The flower, which blooms when other flowers flde 

And speaks returning Spring wherever found* 
These are the forms thou dost delight tu wear, 
The bright pure gems, which tell us thou art fair. 

We mark thy lovely voice at early dawn, 

When the sweet songsters hail returning day; 
With the first dewy breath of opening mom. 

The merry warblers note the tuneful lay. 
We watch them as they pass from bough to bough. 

We listen while they sing from spray to spray, 
No past or future blights their happy now. 

For still they hymn the pleasures of to-day ; 
And when the skylark soars with joyous wing 
We hear thee calling in its carrolling. 

We see thee when the moon's soft silvery beam 

Succeeds the glowing sun in yonder sky ; 
And the calm evening, peaceful and serene. 

Quiets the heart and gladdeneth the eye. 
When all is hushed, but the low murmuring rill, 

When all is calm around, beneath, on high. 
And the great Master's mandate — " Peace, be still," 

Seems to pervade the earth, air, sea and sky. 
Whilst evening shadows deepen into nip:ht. 
And golden stars look down {Tom\iesLNe\i'«\i^\%ht. 
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We see thine image in the eye so bright, 

The form of childhood with its bounding glee, 
The brow of hope, the bosom of delight, 

The quiet mind of peace and purity ; 
The soul which melteth at another's woe. 

The eye which weeps another's tear to see. 
The heart which lets the warm affections flow 

In the full christian tide of sympathy ; 
To sorrow with the dear ones that are sad 
Or to rejoice with them when they are glad. 

We see thee in the strong endearing tie 

Which binds us heart to heart, and friend to friend ; 
The social feelings and the kindred sigh, 

' The love began on earth no more to end, ^ 
The form round which our warm affection clings : 

The thoughts with which our own thoughts sweetly 
blend, 
The object, midst these sublunary things 

To which our warmest hopes and wishes tend : 
The scenes of home, the fair fast fleeting flowers 
Which hover round our hearts in childhood's hours. 

But whilst we sing thy loveliness and worth. 
We yet remember that thou must decay, 

c 
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The sweetest flowers that adorn the earth. 
Bloom b«t to die, hlossom to &de away. 

Nought that k heautifnl on earth can stay. 
The stars shall fidl which glitter in j(m sAdea, 

The moon shall one day change her sHy'ry ray. 
The feaJther'd songster's praise shall cease to rise. 

The fairest £brm» the eye of life and lights 

Must lose ita bveliness in death's dark night. 

But there's a brighter land beyond the sky, 

A land of life, and light, and love unknown ; 
Where beauty blossoms never more to die. 

Where angels bright surround our SaYiomr's throne. 
In yain I strive to tune my feeble lyre, 

To sing in loftier strains, or nobler tone ; 
In yain to trace thine image I desire 

In that, long, last, that bright and happy home. 
For unto mortals it is never given. 
To see or feel or know the joys of heaven. 

All that we think most beautiful and dear, 
All that we prize and cherish whilst in tune. 

The precious things we love and treasure here, 

Round which the fond heart's warm affections twine ; 

All will appear as nothing to our gaze, 
/Should we but reach that happy hallowed clime, 



THEIB MEHOBIES AND TSABNINGS. 27 

Where beauty's Author in effulgent rays. 
And glorious majesty, shall erer shine ; 
And join the happy hosts that round Him stand 
In that pure, beautiful, and lar-<^land. 



SUMMER DAYS. 



Winter hours may sadden, 

But there eometh sure 
Summer days to gladden, 

Sweet, and fair and pure ; 
Summer days of lightness. 

Summer days of mirth, 
Summer days of brightness 

Blessing all the earth, 
c 2 
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Oh to 118 be given, 

JoyfuUj to spend, 
Summer days of heaven 

Which shall have no end ; 
Where the plant of sadness 

Never never grows, 
But the trees of gladness 

Blossom like the rose. 



CHARITY SUFFERETH LONG AND IS KIND. 

Corinthiant I. 13, 4. 



Stranger, I know thee not, thou art to me 

But one, who lin^ereth in his way to read 
Perchance of those, who think themselves to be 

Christians in very word, and truth, and deed. 
Pause for one moment in thy halcyon dream, 

Examine the dark chambers of thy breast. 
Ask of thy heart, if charity hath been. 

And still continueth its beauteous guest. 
Would*8t thou be like unto thy God above ? 
3e charitable then, for God is love. 
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Art Uiou of those, whose charity ne'er flings 

Upon a brother's path one kindly ray ? 
But ever sits within itself and sings, 

Chanting its own praise in complacent lay ; 
Forgetting that true charity is kind, 

A gentle loving thing, that vaunteth not, 
Which never seeks another's fault to find. 

And when 'tis found, strives to conceal the blot ; 
Which midst the storms that rise, and noise that 

dins. 
Still covereth a multitude of sins. 

I plead not for the charity, which throws 

Alms to the poor without one soothing word ; 
Nor call that christian love, which but bestows 

An handful, when the heart was never stirred. 
Deem'st thou that He, who said some water cold 

To His disciples given, should not be vain, 
Will reckon gifts of silver, or of gold, 

Be they not offer'd in His royal name ? 
Or dost thou think the King, who ruleth kings, 
is all too great to mark such trivial things ? 

Go ye hard men with cramp'd and frozen mind, 
Strangers to sympathy's beguiling tone, 
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Learn of this love, wliieh is so passing Idnd^ 
Thinketh no eyil, seeketh not her own ; 

Ye who look coldlj on your brother man, 

As though he were a thing than thee less pure* 

And wot not of this charity, which can 

Bear and believe, hope all things and endure : 

Would ye be like unto your God above t 

Be charitable then for God is love* 



THE WORDS OF THE WISK 



" The words of the wise*^ 

Are as beacons to warn 
From the rocks and the shoals 

Where our barks might have borne ; 
*' The words of the wise " 

Are as stars to glisten 
Along the path 

Of the souls that listen ; 
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•* The words of the wise " 

Are as Autumn blossoms, 
With sweetness and strength 
Combined in their bosoms ; 

Oh happy and blest 

Are the spirits that rise, 
And twine round their hearts 

" The words of the wise. " 

Let those who will, thirst 

For a glorious name, 
For glittering honours 

And sparkling fiime, 
Eor riches that take 

lhxt/9 U&emselres wings, 
Or beauty the fiaileBt i0- 

Of perishing things : 
My spirit stil! tliirsteth 

For knowledge, and cries, 
Give me, O give me, 

** The words of the wise. " 
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TO MISS 



Blessings to thee, on thy bridal morn, 
Are from various hearts, and voices borne ; 
Blessings tremble on the air you breathe, 
Blessings round your girlish footsteps wreathe : 
Old and young, with many a smile and tear. 
Pour warm blessings on your new career, 
Cans't thou midst this bright glad hannony. 
Listen to one little word from me. 

Tis not much I offer, a small part 
Of the wishes crowding to my heart. 
For thy path with flowers has been strewn^ 
Lavish as the sunbeams are at noon ; 
And thy maiden home has been to thee 
Bright and £air as ever home could be ; 
And thy heart weens little of the woe, 
'Tis so often woman's lot to know.. 
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Then I wish that in the coming hours 

Of wedded life, thy path be strewn with flowers, 

Richly as it has been, may this fair mom 

Be of fairer years the blissful dawn; 

Still may'st thou reyel on, the happy thing 

Thou leav'fit thy father's home in life's glad spring ; 

A^ thy true heart of love, and hope be bright, 

No cloud to mar its joys, or shade its light. 



THOUGHTS OF THE PAST. 



Thoughts of the past, how oft ye come 

Across the heart with mystic power, 
ThriUinfi; its chords with joy or gloom, 

As a perfum'd, or blighted flower» 
It may be that a soothing tone, 

A gentle smile, or beaming eye. 
Has kindled memories all our own. 

With a sweet stilling eestacy ; 
Waking up visions long since cast 
In the oblivion of the past. ^ 

c5 
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Thoughts of the past, come yet again, 

And whisper to us of childhood's hours ; 
Speak of its fair but flitting train, 

Of sunshine, and songs, and birds, and flowers ; 
Talk (^ the time when we used to learn 

To climb life's steep with so glad a tread, 
Ere we were high enough up to discern 

The thorns, and the briars, which hung oref-head ; 
When life's brief day seem'd fair to view, 
And all was bright, for all was new. 

Thoughts of the past, we love ye well. 

Though tears of sadness sometimes stray 
Almost unconsciously, whilst ye tell. 

Of friends long loy'd but pass'd away ; 
Of hopes and joys which used to shed 

A halo round our childhood's age. 
They have pass'd away, but they are not dead. 

For they live again in memory's page ; 
Then wreathe round our hearts your gentle spell^ 
Thoughts of the past for we love ye well. 
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PATIENCE. 



Now she walketh by the way-side, 
With the weary and the sighing, 

Now she sitteth by the bed-side 
Of the fainting and the dying, 

Her mild eyes are full of beauty. 
And her brow is pure and cahn. 

And her heart is full of duty, 
And her words are full of balm. 

And she worketh rapidly. 

With her hands so soft and white, 
Making amulets of meekness. 

All the day and all the night, 

And she presseth them so kindly 
On the throbbing brow and breast, 

Lofty passion looking startled. 
Shrinks away and goes to rest. 
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And she puts her soothing.fingera 
On the mouthy and on the cheek,. 

When the flush of anger rises. 
And the lips would hotly speak* 

And her footsteps are so gentle, 
When she visits the forlorn, 

And her tones so soft and tender. 
That they never wish them gone, 

Now she walketh by the way-side. 
With the weary and the sighing, 

Now she sitteth by the bed-^side 
Of the fainting and the dying. 
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JUDGE NOT. 

"WHO ART THOU THAT JtTDGEST ANOTHER MAN*S 
SERVANT, TO HIS OWN MASTER HE STANDETH OB 

FALLETH " Romans XIV., 4. 



Oh who art thou that judgest, hast thou not 
In all thy wanderings heard this scripture call. 

And pondered on the import of these words ? 
" To his own Master '' he shall stand or fall. 

Thy cause shall not be trusted with a man, 
Subject to sinful passions as thou art, 

But unto Christ, the changeless and the true. 
With His unerring hand and loving heart. 

O who art thou, close shutting up thine eyes, 
Slow to discern in self, sin's baneful root. 

Yet in the same hour opening them wide, 
To mark the slipping of a btotfeetS fe^X- 
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Judge not, lest thou be judged of the Lord| 
Who thinketh not and seeth not as men. 

And when He weighs thee in the balances, 

Oh what, if thou should'st be found wanting then! 



IN MEMORY OF 



My friend, my Jane and hast thou pass'd away 

From those who lov'd and prized thee ? oh how dear! 

Just in the freshness of thy life's young day, 
So early caU'd to close thy short career ; 

So early landed on that blissful shore, 

Where sin and suffering are known no more. 

Does it seem strange, that when less noble flowers 
Are blooming all around us, death should learn 

To choose the brightest blossoms from our bowers 
To cherish in his bosom cold and stem ; 

That looking round upon the fair, and free, 

All unrelentingly he ask'd for thee. 
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Yet it is so, that broad, that open brow, 
Which ever to thy Lizzie seem'd so fair. 

Is sadly, coldly, strangely alter'd now, 

For death has placed his frozen chaplet there; 

And those dark eyes which beam'd so proudly bright. 

Have lost their beauteous lustre in death's night. 

And oh how memory lingers on each scene, 
In which you have been used to bear a part, 

Bringing back words and looks, as in a dream, 
A sad but loving one, in which the heart 

Holds converse with the spirit, which has flown 

To those bright regions &r away, unknown. 

Well I remember the last quiet walk 
We took together, on a summer's night, 

How earnestly, and simply did we talk 
Of bright and holy things, and the calm light 

Of heaven look'd on us lingering by the way, 

And the pale moonbeam wonder'd at our stay. 

Oh we shall miss thee in a thousand ways, 
Our garden rambles to the rustic bower, 

How did we revel in those golden days. 

And wove bright webs, which wither'd in ^xl W».\ 
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And breath'd oar girlish fancies side by side, 
And thought not how soon such bright visions died. 

But all has pass'd away, and from the chain 
Which binds my soul to earth one link is gone ; 

But in the book of life, another name 
Is registered in Heaven, and the song 

Which angels sing, has a more glorious air. 

For thy lov'd voice is mingling with them there. 



" IT IS I. 



See the poor disciples sadness, 

Toss'd about, the storm is rude, 
Soon shall break a gleam of gladness 

O'er the dark night's solitude ; 
For from far their Master's coming, 

Walking on the waters high, 
When they fearfully would shun him, 

Lot heutters "ItisL" 
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Now as then sad storms of sorrow, 

Disappointment and distress, 
Cloud to-day and tinge to-morrow, 

But our Saviour's near to bless ; 
And when dear delusions vanish, 

When earth's fairest visions die. 
He will all our sorrows banish, 

Softly saying " It is I. " 

Friends we lov'd perchance have perish'd. 

Hearts we clung to most have flown, 
Is it nothing they are cherish'd 

In His Heav'n, and near His throne ? 
When stem death is sent to sever 

E'en the most endearing tie, 
Listen for that voice still ever 

Softiy whispers " It is I. " 

And when that last storm is swelling. 

Thickly Jordan's streams assail. 
Fear we not, for we are dwelling 

In an ark which cannot fail ; 
When each earthly stay is broken, 

When all other hopes shall die, 
Cling we to that strong word spoken, 

Fear not, fearnot " 1\.\»\.'' 
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DIRGE FOR THE OLD YEAR. 



Weep for the passing year, 
Weep that its end is near, 
Qosiiig its quick career, 

DeaUi oa its brow ; 
Lost drop of ocean's spray. 
Past hour (^ being's day, 
Dumb note in life's lay. 

Where art thou now ? 

Weep for the sin and thrall, 
Stamping its stain on all, 
Days that are past recall. 

Hours that have fled ; 
Moments, ah mourn for them, 
Stars of time's diadem 
Dearer than gold or gem, 

Laid with the dead. 
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Weep for the hours we should 
Hallow'd in doing good, 
Pass'd by in careless mood. 

Where have they gone ? 
Bright things we might have said. 
Ere the sweet season sped, 
Ere the glad moments fled. 

Ne'er to return. 

Rise with the coming year, ' 
New hopes and aims appear. 
Strong be thy heart, and dear. 

Trusting and true ; 
Think not of terror's night. 
Shrink not at peril's might. 
On for the pure and right. 

Rest is in view. 



14 TWILIGHT HOURS ; 



BEAUTIFUL AUTUMN 



Beautiful autumn, I never 

Know wherefore I loye thee so well. 
But it seems to me, that thou must ever 

Have wound round my spirit a spell ; 
I remember in life's early dawning 

I lov'd thee as dearly as now, 
Though the spring and the summer's gay momi. 

Are more bright to the infantile brow. 

Tis true I am glad when their voices 

Come ringing without an alloy, 
But in autumn my spirit rejoices 

With such a beautiful joy, 
I've a passion for leaves that are dying. 

For flowers that are fading away, 
For breezes that gently are sighing, 

And sunbeams, that mean not to stay. 



THEIR MEMOBIES AND TEABNINGS. 45 

Perchance, 'tis the withering blossom, 

And the leaves, which no longer are green, 
Have a key to this heart in my bosom, 

For they whisper of spirits unseen. 
Beautiful autumn, I never 

Know wherefore I love thee so well, 
But it seems to me, that thou must ever 

Have wound round my spirit a spell. 



KIND WORDS. 



Oh speak to them in accents kind, they listen to you now, 
With pleasure beaming in each eye, and beauty qn each brow ; 
Their tiny dimpled hands are twin'd together, as they press. 
Their rounded arms, encircling in a wild and warm caress ; 
Then speak to them in accents kind, they listen to you now. 
With pleasure beaming in each eye, and beauty on each brow. 
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Let gentle words, and toothing toscB, be erer on your toi^;iie, 
Oh dim not with one darksome dond, these hearts so bright and 

young; 
They rerel in the sunshine now, but soon must readi die shade, 
Then blight not these feir blossomings, which must too early fide; 
Oh speak to them in accents kind, they listen to you now. 
With pleasure beaming in each eye, and beauty on each bfow. 

Perthance these little wilful ones, hsTe often eaus'd yo« pain, 
When weary worn with watching them, you yet haye watch'd again. 
But if with love's endearing cord, you bind them to your heart. 
You'll find their winningness will nerve your spirit for its part. 
Then speak to them in accents kind, they listen to you now. 
With pleasure beaming in each eye, and beauty on each brow. 
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THE FAR-OFF LAND. 

THE OHILD AND ITS MOTHER. 





Tell me of the farnxff land, 

With its streets of burnish 'd gold, 
Trod bj many an angel-band, 

Where the habitants behold 
Their Great King in all his beauty, 

And to serre Him, we are told 
Is their joy and duty. 

Yoiv have told me many & time, 

All thinga wonderful and rare 
Flourish in that land sublime, 

All things good and pure and fair. 
Pearls that never lose their whiteness, 

Hearts that never lose Uieir truth, 
Flowers that never lose their brightness, 

Forms that never lose their youth ; 
Beautiful that land must be. 
How I long its shores to see. 
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Tell me of the song they sing, 
Day and night unto their King : 

I remember that you said, 
Every sweet seraphic singer 

Bent the knee, and bow'd the head. 
And delighted long to linger 

With that song upon each tongue, 

I should love to hear it sung. 

Hush, hush my child, the hasty thought, 

And speak with awe, with reverence gaze. 
Our brightest thoughts with shade are fraught 

Our clearest visions wrapped in haze, 
Of that great world of joy and wonder, 
Where dwells the God who makes the thunder. 
But when we've pass*d death's sombre portal, 
Oh may we reach that home immortal ! . 



THY WILL BE DONE, 



Thy will be done, we said, as we lowly knelt, 
With our infant hands clasp'd o*er a mother's knee. 

Ere our baby hearts had understood, or felt 

What the greatmeaning of those words could be. 
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Thy will be done, we murmur'd in childhood's hours. 
Those moments of life, so sweet, so passing fair, 

When gaily we watch'd the sun, andgather'd the flowers. 
And said when the evening came our evening prayer. 

Thy will be done, we breathe with a softer tone. 
As years roll on, and sorrows perchance unite 

To darken the heart, or suffering makes us its own, 
And shadows the brow, which else would have been so bright. 

Thy will be done, all calmly the christian cries, 

Though that will should unweave every vision his heart holds 
dear. 
For he knows, that his Father in heaven is wondrously wise. 

And directeth in love all the paths of His children here. 



WHAT IS LIFE. 



A time to love and joy and grieve, 
A vapour that must vanish soon, 
A flower that often fades at noon 
And always dies away at eve. 
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A time to labour for the goal, 
To work and pray with all our might, 
And struggle for the good and right, 
With eager hand and earnest soul. 

A time to dress for heaven's bowers, 
And then our garments clean to keep, 
And sow the fruits we hope to reap 
Through bright and never-ending hours. 



LINES TO 



They tell me, yes, tbey tell me thou wilt soon become a bride, 
Will lowly at the altar kneel, another by thy side ; 
And well I ween that blessings warm, are crowding all thy way. 
And kindly things are said to thee, as only home-friends say ; 
I know that halcyon tones of love, and hallow'd words of prayer. 
Will consecrate the sacred hour, which sees thee kneeling there ; 
And wishes fraught with good to thee, will gather glad and faat. 
Mine though the humblest of them all, would yet not be the last. 
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I dare not wish a cloudless sky may always shine on thee, 
For every hour of every day, tells such things may not be ; 
The wise disposer of our lots, in His unerring skill. 
Hath kindly mingled in our cups, a draught of good and ill ; 
Oh ! may the sunlight of His love shine on thy soul for aye. 
And fill thee with that peace, the world can never take away ; 
And may thy heart go joyously, to meet life's future hours. 
Nor shrink if it encounter some thorns among the flowers. 

Oh ! well I know that many lips, will bless thy bridal brow. 
And fond hearts dear to thee perchance are pleading for thee now ; 
Little it is thou needest this humble lay of mine. 
But though 'tis from a feeble heart, 'tis full of love to thine ; 
Then I would pray thy spirit's light, be clear as moonbeams are. 
May sun-rays brighten round thy path, shadows be few and &r ; 
And ever may'st thou keep in view, with faith's strong steadfast eye. 
That Home so happy, pure, and true, where love shall never die. 



P 2 
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FORGOTTEN. 



** FOR THE MEMORY OF THEM IS FORGOTTEN. 
Eecles. IX- 5. 



Forgotten, as the memory of a flower 

All rich and rare, 
We plack'd and held it in our hand, 

It withered there ; 
And then, they brought us fresh ones 

Bright with dew, 
We cherish'd them until 

They perish'd too ; 
Then all unthinkingly, we toss'd them in the air, 
Forgetting in those faded things, the flowers we 
thought so fair. 

Forgotten as the memory of a dream, 

Which came at night 
Upon our spirits, like a broad glad beam 

Of sunshine bright, 
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Yet all tlie beauty which that dream arrayed 

In the dark night, 
Vanished with the retiring shade, 
Returning light ; 
And with the daily light came daily care, 
So we forgot our visions had been fair. 

Forgotten as the memory of a cloud. 

Which crossed our sky, 
Perchance 'twas darkjust whil'stthe shadow bow'd, 

Soon did it fly. 
What is our life, a dream, a cloud, a flower, 

As soon forgot ; 
The present moment here, and in an hour 
Lo ! we are not ; 
May records of us all be found on high, 
In God's great book where memories cannot die. 
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LINES FOR THE BLANK LEAF OF A 
BIBLE. 



A chart to guide me in the narrow way, 
A compass true to steer my spirit right, 
A fount that I may drink of day by day, 
A sword to put my enemies to flight, 
A cabinet of treasures bright and pure, 
A garden of rich fruits and golden flowers, 
A staff to lean upon so strong and sure, 
A lamp to lighten up my shady hours, 
A screen where from the tempter I may hide, 
A beacon that shall evermore abide. 



TROUBLE. 



I waoder through the world, where'er the sons of men are found, 

The soil that's trod by human foot, I stand upon that ground, 

I creep all stealthily into the poor man's lowly home, 

And through the gilded palaces of luxury I roam, 

The high, the low, the rich, the poor, the fetter'd and the free. 

Will answer if you ask them, they etery one know me. 
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Perchance within some lordly heart, I make unwelcome stay, 
I cloud that brow so lately bright, I turn his black locks grey, 
I bow the form which stood erect and other sorrows bore, 
I fill with heavy tears the eyes which seldom wept before, 
I bend the knees unused to kneel, and lowly murmuring there. 
The lips which only in childhood pray*d, repeat that childhood's 
prayer. 

Across the stormy ocean all fearlessly I ride, 
For trouble heedeth not the wind, nor stayeth for the tide. 
The sturdy sailor, whose rough form has weather'd many a gale, 
His gallant heart will tremble, and his hardy cheek grow pale, 
For I bear sad news from the far-off land, I speed with eager flight, 
To tell of the wife, the child, the home, he dream*d of yesternight. 

On, on I pass to a maiden's side, all lofty she and fair, 

I wait not to pity that queenly brow, though jewels be glitt'ring 

there. 
For I love to nestle in warm young hearts, to twine midst the 

blushing flowers. 
Which wreathe their pure and perfiim'd buds, for young life's 

glowing hours ; 
The high, the low, the rich, the poor, the fetter'd and the free. 
Will answer if you ask them, they every one know me« 
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JOT. 



I am a happy, sparkling, mystic thing, 
Borne through the realms of space on golden wing, 
Now gaily warbling in some wild bird's air, 
Now sent in answer to a mourner's prayer, 
Rabing the drooping form, the downcast eye. 
And filling the bow'd soul with ecstacy. 

I'm fond of infancy, behold me now 
Trembling all lightly round a baby brow, 
The lips are parted and with joyous start, 
The infant's smile thrills to the mother's heart ; 
Whilst in warm tones, she hastens to bestow 
Those honied blessings, only mothers know. 

I'm deem'd capricious, for I often roam 
From the proud halls of some ancestral home. 
Or only visit them with fitful gleams 
Of sunlight, interspers'd by sorrow's streams ; 
Whilst in some lowly hut I take my stand. 
Beside the honest heart, and homy hand. 
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I follow goodness, for I love to shine 

Around the good man's path with rays divine, 

And when the storms of life, with darkening frown, ' 

Threaten his fragile bark, I tread them down, 

Part the obscuring clouds, and bid him steer , 

Onward, the goal is worthy the career. 



BE STRONG. 



SAT TO THEM THAT ABB OF FEABFUL HEABT BE 

STBONG " Isaiah XXXV.— 4. 



In the hour of pain and sorrow. 

Wearily we move along, 
Sad we are and fain to borrow 

The sweet singer's plaintive song ; 
Would, that I were wings possessing, 

Like the soft and gentle dove, 
But anon a voice of blessing, 

A glad voice we know and love, 
Tells us to be strong. 
d5 
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In the time of dark temptation, 

We would weakly turn away, 
Loath to keep our fiery station, 

Foes around in dread array ; 
One who knows their strength and numbers. 

Stands beside us, all the while 
Never wearies, never slumbers. 

Lights the darkness with His smile. 
Tells us to, be strong. 

When the hopes we lov'd are blighted, 

When the blast of death bereaves, 
When the dreams, which erst delighted, 

Scattered lie like withered leaves ; 
Jesus loves us then as ever. 

Promises to be our friend. 
Whispers He will leave us never. 

But sustain us to the end, 
Tells us to be strong. 
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PRAYER AND PRAISE. 



Oh thou whose throne is high in heaven's lands 

Holy and pure and infinite and bright, 
Dwelling in temples, never made with hands, 

Almighty God of love, and truth, and light ; 
Low at thy footstool, pleads a suppliant now ; 

A child unworthy to be called thine own ; 
Yet one for whom the son of man did bow 

To shame, and grief, and agony unknown, 

His sacrifice she pleads, and His alone. 

Qh she is weak, and poor, and would not dare 

To lift her eyes up to thy holy place. 
Had not the Saviour kindly called her there, 

And promised He would give her strength and grace. 
And at His word she cometh trustingly. 

Although with busy thoughts her soul is rife. 
For unto whom, Lord, should she come but thee, 

Thou hast the words of never ending life. 

And thou canst hush the heart, and still its strife. 



60 TWILIGHT HOUBS ; 

She asketh blessings for the loved and dear, 
And each and all by whom she is beloved ; 

Prays that with humble hope, and hallow'd fear, 
They may walk in thy ways, and not be moved ; 

And when that glorious day of days shall come, 
When thou shalt reckon up thy jewels rare, 

And take them with thee to thy far-off home, 

The mansions which for them Thou didst prepare. 
Oh let not one of these be wanting there. 

She asketh blessings for the faint and sad. 

Far-off or near, be they by sorrow torn. 
Save thou the stricken soul and make it glad. 

Cheer Zion's sons, wherever they may mourn ; 
Raise up the fallen, comfort the opprest, 

Let feeble minds rejoice and sing thy praise. 
Give thou unto the weary-hearted rest. 

And make thy wondrous power, and love, and grace, 

Sufficient for them in their darkened days. 

Oh look with saving mercy on the bound 

And blackened souls, encham'd by satan's thrall, 

Who with bright floods of heaven's light around 
Grope on in darkness, deaf to every call ; 
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Hasten the time when all shall know the Lord, 
When wars and tumults shall for ever cease, 

Cause thou the conquests of thy gospel word, 
To spread victoriously and still increase, 
Till Christ supremely reigns the Prince of Peace. 

And O if thou wilt lend a listening ear, 

To the most erring Lamh in all thy fold. 
If thou wilt deign her feeble voice to hear. 

Midst all that harmony from harps of gold, 
All unmelodious though her accents be. 

So very far remote from that fair throng. 
Fain would she sing one note of praise to thee. 

Whilst their undying numbers roll along. 

Amen to that sweet hallelujah song. 
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A BRIDAL DAY. 

AND BOTH JESUS WAS GALLED AND HIS DISCIPLES 
TO THE MABBIAGE." John II. 2. 



We read that Jesus deign'd to be 

At a marriage in Cana of Galilee, 

And our hearts have pictured the goodly scene, 

And thought how pleasant it must have been ; 

The marriage how blest ! the feast hdw fair !, 

The guests how glad ! for Jesus was there. 

Ah many a bridal-scene so gay 

Since that sweet hour has pass'd away, 

With rosy lips and raven hair, 

With hearts so fond and hands so fair, 

And sily'ry laugh, and syren song. 

But Jesus was not of the throng. 
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And still bow many a bridal day 
In joy and glitter dies away, 
Tbey love to deck tbe ligbted rooms 
Witb precious fruits, and p^rfum'd blooms, 
Tbey crowd the board witb goodly cbeer, 
Tbey caU tbeir friends from far and near. 
But ob, tbis one illustrious guest 
Tbey ask not, for bis presence blest. 



LINES TO AN INFANT. 



Dear pretty precious tiny trembling tbing, 

Not in nigbt's dream, or day's imagining, 

Do we see augbt in life more fair tban tbou, 

Witb tbat sweet baby form, pure baby brow. 

And tbose blue eyes wbicb close as tbougb tbey*d 

seen 
Enougb of life, and wisb*d no more to ween. 
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We wonder whilst we watch thee, art thou come 
To make this world a few short years thy home ? 
Or will thy spirit weary in earth's track, 
And wander to it| native regions hack. 
Willing to leave the pretty helpless clay, 
When white-wing'd angels whisper, come away. 

Or will it linger here a little while, 

And sweetly teach those rosy lips to smile. 

Those tiny feet get rude enough to go 

In the appointed path, mark'd out helow, ' 

And that small hand grow strong enough to steer. 

Midst life's rough waves, its perilous career. 

Bright hud of heauty, needful 'tis to send, 
For thee petitions to the infant's friend ; 
That he may hover round thy feeble form, 
Shade in the sunshine, shelter in the storm. 
Train thee for heaven on earth, then bid thee rise 
To bloom amidst the flowers of paradise. 
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iEMORIES OF THE ABSENT AND DEAD. 



Wildly rushing, softly stealing, 
Warm and firesh firom founts of feeling, 
Come the memories revealing 

Absent ones, and dead ; 
Things they utter'd when among us, 
Measures they have often sung us. 
Kindly looks they bent upon us. 

Gentle words they said. 

Oh those eyes with beauty beaming. 
And those brows with gladness gleaming, 
And those tones with music teaming, 

Memory bringeth near. 
Through the thick haze of November, 
in the drear days of December, 
Those lov*d voices we remember, 

Trilling out so clear. 
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Time and hope are gently weaving 

Solaces for spirits grieving, 

But those memories fond are cleaving. 

And refusing to depart. 
All their chords are softly shaking, 
Low and mournful music making, 
Sweetly are the echoes breaking, 

Through the still halls of the heart. 



A CHILD'S CARESS. 



A child's caress is a beauteous thing, now mirthful, and now mild ; 
Who has not been warmM, and cheer'd, and blessed, by the love of a 

lovely child ; 
We feel it in moments gladly bright, and in moments sadly dark. 
And it comes to the spirit when needed most, like a heaven 

illuming spark. 
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Oh a child's caress is passing deai^ in moments wann and wild ; 
When the feelings respond, with a gladsome rush, to the joy of the 

happy child ; 
But we prize it most in the sunless hour, when the sorrowing soul 

is bow'd, 
For it throws o'er the spirit a soothing spell, and chases away the 

cloud. 

Oh we love the press of their rosy lips, with their fair arms twined 

around, 
And those beaming orbs which seem to speak, with a clear though 

voiceless sound. 
For they breathe the love the young heart feels, which the toDgue 

can scarce express; 
Then who shall name as a valueless thing, a little child's caress. 
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IN MEMORY OF A FRIEND. 



Oh dearest though seasons are flying, 

And casting their sunshine and shade, 
On the grave where thy ashes are lying, 

Thy memory yet cannot fade ; 
Cold time with its changing, and sealing. 

Cannot change my affection for thee. 
No, in thought, and in word, and in feeling 

'Tis as warm as it used to be. 

Thy form although dead has not perish'd, 
'Tis embalm'd in my memory's sight, 

With tears and with smiles it is cherish'd, 
• And oh it will always be bright ; 

Whilst the pulse of my heart beats ever, 
Thy memory shall breathe with its breath. 

Say, can I forget thee ? ah never ! 
For love is as mighty as death. 
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Thou comest to me in my dreamings, 

In the still night I see thee again, 
I muse on past hours with their streamings 

Of pleasure so mingled with pain ; 
And is it too much I am tl^nking. 

Thy spirit may sometimes be near, 
And rivet the chain which is linking 

My soul to that happier sphere. 

The hour when I last gaz'd upon thee, 

Lingers brightly in memory's view, 
Oh the spell of that moment is on me, 

As if it were woven anew ; 
I remember your brow looked whiter 

Than e'en in your healthful day. 
And your eyes O they spaxkled the brighter, 

That they soun should be darken'd for aye. 

Your lips with sweet smiles were wreathing. 

Your cheek wore a beautiful bloom, 
And I hush'd down my hearts bitter breathing 

That its hue was the sign of the tomb. 
But 'tis past, and 1 would not recaU thee, 

No, not where the power in my hand ; 
Sin and sorrow shall never enthrall thee, 

For thy home is the true '&deii-\«xA. 
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To the Lamb, with onceasmg aspiring, 

Thy pure love shall constantly bum, 
And perchance thou art even acquiring 

That bright song, which no man could learn. 
Oh though some time, may pass on in sadness, 

Ere 1 come to those regions so fair,* 
I am looking to meet thee in gladness ; 

Then watch for, and welcome me there. 



TWILIGHT HOURS. 



Thou still twilight moment, how dearly I love thee. 
Albeit thou bringest both pleasure and pain ; 

The stars of last even still sparkle above me. 
The same twilight hour cometh never again. 

Oh where are those hours, we have pass'd by in weaving 
Us tissues of brightness, as fleeting as fair ; 

Where the days, and the months, and the years of de- 
ceiving 
Our hearts that still trusted ? ah ! who shall say where! 
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And where are those visions, so golden in seeming ? 

Those visions of beauty, rich, inlaid with flowers ? 
Ah ! say, was it all but a bright kind of dreaming, 

That haunted our hearts in those still twilight hours ? 

'Tis vain, O- 'tis vain, if in sorrow, or gladness. 
The hours we have lost, are lost us for aye ; 

Ko smilings of mirth, or tear-drops of sadness. 

Can bring back one moment, when once flown away. 

Fond memories of them ever freshly returning. 
Are all that are left us of seasons gone by ; 

Oh then, while the light of our life's lamp is burning, 
Let us work while 'tis day, for the dark night is nigh. 

Dear calm twilight moment, to memory bringing 

Things, which to our spirits with fragrance were 
fraught ; 

Old hopes, and old joys, which delight them in clinging 
Once more round the soul, if 'tis only in thought. 

Oh, who has not felt, in some twilight hour stealing, 
^ A hallowing spell, as if round him were spread 
A halo of light, to the heart's gaze revealing 

Bright forms of the lost ones, the dear and the dead ? 
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THE MAIDEN AND THE CLOUD. 



1 1 dreamed, dimlj and indistinct 
[ saw a maiden, young ahe seemed and fidr, 
! who remembered ber Creator now 
I days of youth ; and learned to love Him well, 
fiteemiag atill His &Toar more than life, 
ed abe had a flower bid in ber hearty 
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How it came there none knew, not e*en heintlf ; 

But in the pleasant sonshine it had grown 

From a small spray, a very tiny spray, 

To a large plant, with buds, and blossomings. 

And widely spreading leaves, so it had come 

Out of its niche, and taken so much room, 

That other hopes, and joys, and gentle thoughts 

Were crowded up, and some were like to die ; 

Yet 'twas a beauteous flower, its perfume filled 

Her spirit with sweet joy, a joyousness 

That looked out of her eyes, beamed on her brow. 

Spoke in her voice, and trembled in her smile. 

And clothed e'en sombre things with warm bright hues. 

But whilst I looked and wondered a dark cloud 

Came o'er her sky, and shadow'd the fair flower. 

T saw the young girl kneel, but could not hear 

Her prayer, only I thought the cloud seemed to 

Oppress her, and that she asked for brightness ; 

Some while it stayed, and then there came a light, 

A feeble glimmering light, and one or two 

Bright stars shone out amidst the darkness ; 

Oh how she blessed the stars, and watched the light ; 

Whilst yet it stayed, the glad smile came again 

And the bowed head looked up, but suddenly 

The stars went out, 'twas darker than before ; 
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bid then again ahe knelt, and prayed, and wept 

^ bitter tears, but ber Father saw bier, 

iTes, and be beard, up in the heaven oi heavens, 

9e beard her pleading words, and blessed her ; tiien 

ilowly she saw a brightness through the cloud, 

bid gradually she learned her flower was snapt 

[n kindness, for its large growth impeded 

B'airer things, and He whose name is Jealous 

Jut it off, His love had sent the dark and 

Stormy cloud, to rouse her soul from rest, 

ind haste her footsteps on the heavenward road. 



THE CHRISTIAN AND HIS ANCHOR. 



And yet once more I dream'd, 'twas of a man, 
\ christian man, who humbly walked with him, 
^om Enoch walked with ; he had heavy woes, 
Losses, and cares and pains, be suffered with 
E 2 
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The mass, but yet he had a hope which bore 
Him upwards ; even a good hope through grace. 
I saw him traverse many dangerous roads 
And narrow winding paths, but this good hope 
Rendered his Ibotstep firm, and vanquished fear. 
I asked him of his hope, he said he found 
It at the God-man's cross ; 'twas free for all ; 
He tdld me also, how his soul had passed 
Midst rocks, and shoals, and dangerous quicksands. 
With this bright hope its anchor ; and it had 
A fall and beauteous bloom, time could not change. 
Nor death itself destroy, 'twas immortality. 
And life eternal. 
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**DEAD AND GONE." 



The beams of joy, tkat lighted up the highway 

For our feet. 
The birds of hope, that warbled in the byeway, 

Songs so sweet, 
The flowers of love, that by the wayside, budded 

Bright and dear, 
The barks of hope, that in the foil tide, scudded 

Strong and clear ; 
Where are they now! so many a spirit mutters 

AD forlorn. 
And many a sad heart, sorrowfbliy utters 

" Dead and gone, ** 

The earnest hearts, that round our own, were braided 

With strong ties. 
The brows, whose slightest tinge of sorrow, shaded 

Our own eyes, 
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Oh how their laughter, with its joyous bubble 

Made us glad. 
And how their softest sigh, or tear of trouble 

Made us sad, 
Where are they now ? so many a spirit mutters 

All forlorn, 
And many a full heart, sorrowfully utters 

** Dead and gone. " 

Haste we, to the regions full of pleasure 

In the sky. 
There the precious things, they bye and treasure. 

Never die, 
There the hallow'd joy, they are possessing 

Neyer fades. 
There the light, which on them shines in blessing, 

Never shades. 
There the heaving bosom, never flutters 

All forlorn. 
There the happy spirit, never utters 

'' Dead and gone. " 
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THE KEYS. 

AMBN ; AND HAYS THE EIETS OF HELL AND OF 
DEATH. Rev. ]• 18. 



Amen ; and haye the keys of he)l and death, 

Who speaketh thus ! our Saviour and our friend. 
Who is, and was, and shall he, as he saith. 

The first, the last, beginning and the end. 
The Alpha and Omega, who of yore 

So gently sooth'd the lov'd disciple^s dread 
Upon the isle of Patmos, when he saw 

The living Son of man, who had been dead, 
Of all his bumlsh'd words how bright are these 

That in His hallowM hand. He holds the keys. 

Oh He was dead. He trod the darksome vale. 

And shall His followers shrink with aught of fear. 
From the stem rider, on his horse so pale. 
Or tremble if his warning voice they hear ? 
^ Trivs they are feeble, and perchance would fain 
Elude, if might be, the destroyer's shaft. 



80 TWILieHT Boms; 

Bat well he weens the weakness and ^ pain. 
Who drain'd, in bitter woe, its direst drmoght^ 

And to the fidnt, he giveth strength and ease, 
For strong in power, is he who holds the keys. 

Oh ye, who think the moment of yoor death, 

Either too premature, or long delay'd 
Remember, who it is that holds yoor breath. 

His hand is hastening, or his hand hath staj'd ; 
He sees the very moment which is best, 

To free your spirit from its clay-built home. 
And in that moment, at his wise behest. 

The cold, pale messenger shall bid you come ; 
O murmur never at your Lord's decrees. 

For passing wise is he who holds the keys. 

Oh ye, whose mournful lot hath been beside 

Dear cherish'd objects falling to decay, 
Sadly to stand by Jordan's swelling tide, 

And vainly wish the ruthless waves would stay ; 
And ye, who even now in anguish, see 

The life blood, fading from the Up and brow 
Of some heart's treasure which has been to thee 

The choicest blossom, on the &ir earth's botigh ; 
WHjst h eaven seems deaf to all your piteous pleas, 
r jMSsing kind» who bolda IYia Ye^%« 
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Then take this anodyne to your cnuh'd heart, 

And wreathe it cloaelj foumd jour drooping head. 
That not one fihM#f life'e chorda shall pari; 

Without his vovi who tells us he was dead ; 
Let this thought he a calm and holy light, 

To cheer you, wptdm sorrows darksome spell. 
His mighty hand is doing all things right. 

He worketh as he will, and worketh well ; 
O let not dark distrust your spirit seise. 
Strong wise and kind is he who holds the keys. 



THE BIBLE- 



Book of hooks, thy pages, 

Bright with thoughts divine ; 
They have shone for ages, 

And will ever shine ; 
Thee, I would he binding 

Closely to my heart. 
Sure I am of finding. 

Solace where thou art* 
b5 



Tfcr 



Ifarrkentsi 

Ib die &aeDt idglit^ 
TIkmi arc vitk me, milriBg 

EvcadaikKBligkt, 
And my sool icpoBet 

In 1I17 promise snr^ 
Best on thonikss roscB 

WooM not be so pore. 

If daik foes snrnrand me, 

L^oos long and broad. 
They will not confonnd me 

Whilst thou art my sword. 
Strongly they may wrestle, 

Thinking to prevail, 
Close to thee 1*11 nestie 

For thou canst not fu\. 
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If thick clouds are shading 

My life's little day, 
Thou of joys unfading 

Talkest by the way ; 
Stonns are never bubbling 

In that land so blest, 
Wicked cease from troubling 

And the weary rest. 

If my footsteps falter, 

In earth's miry clay. 
Thou to mercy's altar, 

Pdnteth out the way. 
Often when I'm thinking 

Sorrows sadly roll, 
Grod through thee is linking 

Comforts round my soul. 

Gasket oi rich treasures, . 

Free for «ge and youth, 
Guide to endless pleasures. 

Pearl of priceless truth ; 
Thee I would be binding 

Nearer to my heart. 
Ever sure of finding 

Solace where thou art. 
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HE LEADETH ME, 

Ptalm XXIII.— 2. 



He leadeth me, it is enough 

I know the way is right. 
Albeit sometimes strangelj rough. 

And darksome as the night ; 
His love can make the desert glad. 

And shady places dear, 
How can my soul be ever sad. 

When that strong love is near ? 
I walk where stilly waters stand 

Or rest in pastures green. 
While on his good and gentle hand. 

Oh gratefully I lean. 

He leadeth me, and yet my eye 

Of faith is often dim. 
And wavers sadly when I tiy 

To turn my gaze on him ; 
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And when he bids my heart rejoice, 

It often aches the while, 
Although, encouraged by his voice, 

And gladden'd by His smile ; ' 
But if the blasts of trouble blow. 

His arm is strong to screen, 
And on that arm, in weal or woe, 

Oh quietly 1 lean. 

He leadeth me and yet I find 

My steps are faint and slow. 
And any hand than his less kind. 

Would surely let me go ; 
How great His love, more strong than death, 

His word, nought can withstand, 
** I giye them life, no man " he saith, 

** Shall pluck them from my hand ; " 
And so in trial's darkest hour. 

And sorrows saddest scene. 
Upon His wisdom, love, and power, 

Oh trustingly I lean. 
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THE SICK GIRL TO HER MOTHER. 



Sing to me mother, sing to me, I'm very weary now, 
Come to my side, and place your hand, your cool hand on my brow, 
The time keeps stealing onwards, but to me no change it brings, 
I lie on the same couch mother, and look at the same things ; 
The songsters, and the flow'rets are familiar things and dear, 
And books, bright books, and beautiful, I love to have them near 
But sometimes weary moments come, and pass with heavy wing. 
Then mother you will sing to me, for I'm better when you sing. 

Sing to me mother, sing to me, dont you remember well, 
How often in one happy strain, our voices used to swell. 
But now my voice has lost its power, yet I would not be sad. 
For you can sing to me mother, and make my spirit glad ; 
Sing in bright words of holy things and golden thoughts shall come; 
Around my weak unworthy heart, of God, and heaven, and home 
Sing to my soul of that foir land, so sweet, so pure, so blest. 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at res^ 
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NOT DESOLATE. 

" The Lord redeemeth thetoulofHis tervants : and none of them 
that tnut in Him shtM be desolate. "^Psalm XXXIV. 22. 



None sliall be desolate, O never, never, 

Fainting and fearful though our hearts may be 

Tet are we passing onward, proving ever 
They are not desolate, that trust ii| Thee. 

Not desolate, although our spirits sadden, 
And our eyes weary, watching day by day, 

The gourds around us, which were wont to gladden. 
Worm-smitten, sadly withering away. 

Not desolate, though earthly hopes are dying, 
Earth's Mendships fail us, and her favour ends, 

Dare we, for these poor trifles to be sighing, 
When Christ, the King of Kings, hath call'd us 
friends ? 

Not desolate, though other sons and daughters. 
The dear companions, we have learned to love, 

Steer'd by our Father through the stormy waters. 
Are safely landed in His house above. 
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Not desolate, our good hope is enduring^ 

And shineth amidst darknws, woe, and strife, 

Albeit clouds are oft its beams obscuring. 
It bloometh ever with eternal life. 

Not desolate, for O our faith, it seises 

The rich inheritance, whilst here we roam, 

Nor murmurs at the briskness of the breezes, 
Tliat bear us to the hayen of our home. 

And when we stand with those, who went before us,' 

Around Thy throne upon the glassy sea. 

How gladly will we sing the swelling chorus, 

« 
None shall be desolate that trust in Thee. 



MEMORY. 



memory, sweet memory, 

I love the dear webs thou dost weave, 

1 bless thee for thy company. 
At early dawn, and stilly eve. 
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Thoa knowest well^ I lore to dwell 
Up<m the by-g<me days, and yean, 

To peep down in thy peaceful cell, 

On donds, and sunbeams, smiles and tears, 

Albeit many a haunted scene. 

Shows more of shadow than of sheen. 

Dear memory, I love thy tone. 

It has been ever kind to me, 
'Tis seldom 1 have felt alone. 

When left to walk and talk with thee ; 
And sometimes when I little thought, 

Thy hand was hovering round my heart, 
With soft and mystic meaning fraught, 

The tear-drop to my eye would start, 
The chords o'er which thy fingers stray'd. 

Such melancholy music made. 

Dear memory thou dost not forget, 

My absent brother's parting gaze, 
Tis treasured in thy cabinet. 

To cheer me in the coming days ; 
And often in the quiet night. 

As the dear pages of a book. 
With loving eye, by thy clear light, 

I read again that eanie&t\ooY\ 
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Kind memoiy, thou canst not bring 
Before my heart, a fonder thing. 

Dear memory though my life is young, 

I look to love thee still as now, 
When future days, or years have flung, 

Theil* lights, and shadows on my brow ; 
And thou for me, must often trace, 

Fair pictures of the dear and dead ; 
Whilst onward in the paths of grace, 

With heaven's help I hope to tread. 
Until with them, I safely stand 

Upon the heights of Eden-land. 



THE PHOTOGRAPH. 



TO DXAB M- 



There was a sadness in thy gaze, 

As if thy soul did grieve. 
When thou wast drawn by the sun's rays, 

Upon that golden eve. 
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As if some strangely sombre bird. 

Had flapp'd her heavy wings. 
Around thy spirit, and had stirr'd 

Some sad foreshadowings. 

I wonder'd where thy pleasant smile, 

And thy bright looks had flown, 
But very dear unto my heart, 

That pensiye picture's grown. 

I often ope' the little case. 

And look with loving eyes, 
Upon the young and gentle face, 

That there so calmly lies. 

Faces I've seen more bright with hope. 

And glad with joy and glee. 
But thine is among the sweetest. 

In all the world to me. 

Oh those dear eyes so beautify, 

In language and in hue, 
They tell of a heart so dutifU, 

And I know their tales are true. 
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And 80 Bsy mueh lov'd sister, 
Thy portnit is to me^ 

A priz'd and precious vohime. 
Where I may read of thee. 



ABSENT ONES. 



Absent ones, absent ones, 

Home's-heart is true 
Kindly and constantly 

Beating for you ; x 
And in day-dreams and night-dreams, 

Never a few 
Are the visions, which show us 

Your brown eyes, or blue, 
Absent ones. 
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Absent ones, absent ones. 

With lores mystic wands, 
We can touch yon, though wandering 

In fiEtr distant lands ; 
We can bind your dear brows. 

With her beautiful bands, 
And stroke your soft hair 

With invisible hands. 
Absent ones. 

Absent ones, absent ones. 

In the still hour of prayer, 
When we rest from our labour, 

Or sorrow, or care. 
And ask for bright blessings, 

So free and so fiur, 
We crave for you always 

A Benjamin's share. 
Absent ones. 
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THE GREAT PHYSICIAN. 



" Now when the Am was setting, all thep ihat had an^ side pith 
dhfers diseases hnmgJU them unto Am, and he kdd his hands on every 
one qfthem, and healed them."—Lnke IV, 40. 

Bright and beautiful, and good. 

Must have been the scene, and hour, 
When, the great Physician stood, 

Full of wisdom, full of power. 
And the people when they found Him, 
Quickly, gladly, gather*d round Him, 
Health for their belov'd ones getting. 
Whilst the glorious sun was setting. 

For the mighty fame, and glory 

Of his actions, like a song, 
Or a strangely wondrous story, 

Through the region spread along ; 
And with awe the people gaz'd, 
Listeu'd and were much amaz'd ; 
So they brought the sick among them. 
And He laid hia hands u^u them, . 
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Mkidens with their gentle eyes, 

And their locks of gold or jet ; 
Matrons, who their tender ties 

Could not bear should sever yet ; 
Aged men in dire distress. 
Children in their helplessness, 
Brought they by the setting sun, 
And he heal'd them every one. 

Great Physician of the soul, 

From thy home beyond the sky, 
Thou canst make thy people whole, 

That to thee for health apply ; 
Wise thou art, and strong to heal 

All the maladies we feel ; 
All our weakness and distrust, 
AH- our " cleaving to the dust ;" 
Help us Lord to come to thee, 
" Heal us, and we heal'd shall be." 
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THE PET LAMB OF THE FOLD. 



We cherish'd once a darling child, so wee the was and fair, 
With eyes of heaven's asure hue, and golden-shaded hair ; 
One winter's eve she dos'd her eyes, upon the World's wide wold, 
And much, and long we miss'd, and moum'd the pet lamb of the 
fold. 

The spring and summer pass'd away, and in the autumn's hours, 
Another form came to our home, O firailer than the flowers, 
Softly he crept into our hearts, and love his name enroU'd 
The precious delicate white thing, the pet lamb of the fold. 

So day by day he won our love, until we fSrand at length, 

The silver silken cord had grown, into a cable's strength ; 

And still we twine affections wreaths, more bright and strong than 

gold. 
And gladly wind them round about, the pet lamb of the fold. 

There's beauty in his gladsome sinile, and music in his voice. 
And many times in the long hours, he makes our hearts rejoice ; 
Oh be the day tax distant yet, that shall unloose our hold. 
Of the dear treasure of the hearth, the pet lamb of the fold* 
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BXINTAN IN HIS PRISON-HOME. 



Glorious dreamer of golden dreams, 

Bright is the chaplet that to thee belongs, 

Eloquence talketh of thee in her themes, 
Poesy singeth of thee in her songs. 

Thy wondrous dream has traversed many lands ; 

The children clasp it in their tiny hands ; 
The youths and maidens of successive years. 

Sun it with smiles, and shadow it vnth tears ; 
The christian lying on the bed of death, 

Hears it with peaceful heart, and panting breath ; 
Still holy matrons are by it refreshed. 
And wise, and earnest men yet call thee blessed. 

Oh thou wast happy in thy prison-home. 
For mighty faith did make thy spirit strong ; 
And fill'd thee, as the seasons roll'd along, 
With brightning views of better things to come. 

And oftentimes, thy prison-home was cheer'd, 
By the companionship of wife and child. 
The poor blind child unto thy heart endear'd. 
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We think we see that precioiu child. 
The best beloy'd of all thy band, 
With face contented, calm, and mild, 
So softly feeling for thy hand ; 
Or gently nestling to thy breast, 

Happy and blest. 
When she could gain that ark of rest. 

But day is over, and the evening's dose 
Bringeth to those beloy'd ones parting woes ; 
They leave thee in thy prison to repose. 

Tet thou art not alone ! 
For giant thought with all its gushing springs, 
And fruits, and flowers, and birds with bumish'd 

wings 
May yet remain, and yet thy spirit sings. 

And in that prison, thou canst think such things. 
As long shall fill the world with wonderings. 

Yes thou hadst pleasures in thy prison-home. 
Thy friends might mourn for thee, and think thee 

sad. 
But genius is a grand, and joyous thing, 
And when thy spirit spread its noble wing. 
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And soar'd and dream'd of joys past uttering, 
Gouldst thou feel otherwise than blest and glad ? 

And '' ministering spirits" bright, 
So gently sooth'd th j heart and head, 
Oh many times by day and night 
Unto thy prison home they sped ; 
They stood beside thy prison-chair. 
And watch'd around thy prison-bed. 



THE OLD PIANO. 



Oh many a one has touch'd thy keys. 

The gentle and the gay, 
And yet thou standestin thy place ; 

But tell me where are they? 

Dear forms, fiill of beauty. 

And faces, full of hope. 
And fingers full of life, I see 

In memory's stereoscope. 
? 2 
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But aame of them have wander'd. 
And Knne of them have died, 

Tet when thy chords are waken'd. 
They seem still near my side. 

Dearest amcmg the absent, 
Is she, whose soothing hand 

Has often cheer'd my sadden'd heart. 
With music's mystic wand. 

And next to her I reckon those. 
Who used with us to roam ; 

But crossed the broad Atlantic, 
And found another home. 

Dearest among the dead, 
Is she, the lov'd and bright, 

Who seven years ago, 

Was hidden from our sight. 

Just in the mom of life, 
She left our youthful band, 

To dwell among the angels. 
In Gods bright Eden-land. 
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And one, I seem tQ s^ her now, 

With eyes of softest blue, 
And yoice so mild and gentle, 

And heart so kind and true : 

But she too walks In paradise. 

Amid celestial bowers, 
And swells the anthem that rolls on. 

Through neyer-ending hotUrs. 

And one, a fair and fragUe friend. 

It thrills my heart with pain, 
To think though late she stirr'd thy tones, 

She never may again« 

Oh many a one has touch'd thy keys. 

The gentle and the gay, 
And yet thou standest in thy place, 

But tell me where are they ? 
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* 

THE TWINS. 



They did not liye together a few years 
In sun and shade, mingling their smiles and tears, 
And then both pass away as some have done ; 
But when the winter's snow, and summer's sun, 
Had look'd upon them three-score years and ten^ 
Till they were old and weary, then, oh then, 
With grateful hearts, and calm contented brows 
They gladly went unto their Father's house. 
Poor were they in this world, but richer far 
Than earth's proud sons, and noble daughters are ; 
For they were rich in faith ; they did not know. 
Or care of this world's pageantry and show. 
Their paths were thorny here, but they were tending 
So surely to a bright and blissful ending. 
And so they often thought of one another, * 

The fond true sister, and the trusting brother. 
And though their homes were wide apart below. 
They joy'd in pleasure, and they griev'd in woe 
Together; when the last summer came that they might see. 
With fruits, and flowers, and birds in ecstacy. 
Yet, yet once more she glean'd some golden grains. 
To store for wintei^s poverty and pains. 
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And then with feeble form, and shattered strength, 
But strong in love, she walk'd a weary length 
To reach her brother's home« 

Her hair was now all thin and grey 

That had been thick and sable, 
And his limbs were almost nerveless 

That used to be so able. 
And so they comforted each others hearts once more, 
And talked of their long journey, whose toils were almost 

o'er. 

When the early spring came round again, 
The sister was sinking in mortal pain ; 
And as she stood at the gate of death, 
And gazed upon the goodly land. 
Her eye of faith was strong to see 
The Lord of life before her istand ; 
And she ask'd, with her last lingering breath 
That she might live at his right hand. 

Before the beautiful summer's dawn. 

The brother went where the sister had gone ; 

And as his voice was dying away, 

^* Worthy the Lamb" he was heard to say, 

" Worthy the Lamb" was the last, — the last 

He utter'd, before his spirit pass'd 

Into that world so grand — &o ^a&X.. 
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THE DEATH OP A CHILD. 



I neyer shall forget 
The terrible regret. 
That pressed upon my heart 
And pierced it like a dart, 
The tears half blinding me 
That rain'd unceasingly, 
When I knelt by her side, 
And watch'd her as she died. 

Regret that she must go 
From hearts that loy'd her so ; 
Regret that we no more 
Should see her as before ; 
That all her whims, and ways. 
Had flitted fr<Hn our gaze, 
Ai\d her voice ceas'd to fall 
On ears that lov'd her call« 
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I had never been before 
Close beside death's sombre door. 
Never heard a long last sigh, 
Never seen a lov'd one die ; 
But I gaz'd in grief and awe, 
For I knew 'twas death I saw, 
Knew that nothing else could be. 
Half so still and white to see. 

When the eyes so soft and blue 
Shut up slowly from our view, 
Something dreamy like a veil, 
Came across the features pale ; 
Peaceful, pure« and passing &ir, 
Was the sweet expression there, 
As she left life's troubled sea, 
Stepped into eternity. 

Time and thought, or pain and care. 
Yet may touch my cheek and hair ; 
Some fond memories may go 
'Neath the wand of joy or woe ; 
But in hues of shade and sheen. 
Sweetly mingled that deathi-scene. 
Deeply on my heart is traced, 
And can never )^e eiS^e^. 
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NO DISCHARGE. 

AND THERE IS NO DISCHARGE IN THAT WAR. 
EeelenatUs VIII.— 8. 



A child was sleeping peacefully 

Within its mother's anns. 
So beautiful its slumbers were 

And free from all alarms ; 
The mother gaz'd upon it long, 

And bless'd the forehead fair, 
And bless'd the softly dimpled cheek. 

And bless'd the silken hair, 
And bless'd the tiny feet, 

Just patting on life's marge : 
Death took the beauteous babe away. 

And whisper'd " no discharge. " 

A gentle maiden young and fair. 
Was softly passing by ; 

Beauty sat upon her lip. 
And sparkled in her eye. 

And carroll'd in her merry laugh. 
And fluttered In her sig^h, 
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And rippled in her kindly tones, 

Making melody. 
Death placed the maiden fair, 

Upon his icy barge, 
And as it swiftly bore her hence. 

He murmured ** no discharge* " 

A youth was treading fearlessly 

Upon life's thorny road ; 
Courage beam'd upon his brow. 

And in his bosom glow'd ; 
Earnestly he lov'd the right. 

Much he loath'd the wrong, 
So his heart was firm and light, 

And his hopes were strong ; 
Death took an arrow keen. 

From out his storehouse large, 
And as it struck the gallant youth, 

He muttered ** no discharge/' 

A man sat still at ease. 

With honors, friends and health ; 
Much was there to please 

Beauty, love and wealth ; 
And his soul was glad. 

Joying in the gain^ 
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He for many years 
Labour'd to obtain ; 

Death smote him in the midst 
Of his possessions large, 

And as the spirit pass'd away, 
He shouted ** no discharge. ** 



IT IS THE LORD. 

John XXL— 7. 



As the lov'd disciple true 

On the shore his master knew ; 

Christians still delight to gaze 

On him, in their daily ways ; 

When they part, or when they mingle, 

In the church, and by the ingle ; 

Well they know the form ador'd, 

And they say " It is the LoTd. " 
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When their hearts are light and glad, 

Sorrow hides her features sad ; 

When their sky seems scarcely clouded, 

Hope is strong and fear is shrouded ; 

Praises to him they record^ 

For they know " It is the Lord. " 

When the storms of trouble J>atter, 
And their earthly cisterns shatter ; 
When their gourds, one by one, 
Wither in the noon-day sun ; 
Softly for his voice they hearken. 
As the shadows round them darken ; 
For they say with one accord, 
Each to each " It is the Lord. '* 

When the waves of Jordan rise. 
Chill the feet, and dim the eyes. 
Nature faints, but when she fails, 
Faith spreads out her mighty sails, 
Pointeth to the rich reward. 
And exclaims *^ It is the Lord. *' 
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JEHOVAH-JIREH. 



Who for tbe spring such buds and bloBsomB weaves. 
And dressetfa siunmer in her beauteons leaves, 
And-^rovmeth autumn with her golden sheaves ? 
Jehovah-Jireh. 

Who speaketh in the ocean's mighty rash, 
And in the streamlet's soft and gentle gush, 
And in the night-wind's sweet and quiet hush ? 
Jehovah- Jireh. 

Who stretched out the heavens so high and far, 
And rideth on the clouds as on a car. 
And guides the course of every golden star, 
And counts their names, and calls ihem as they are ? 
Jehovah-Jireh. 

Who from his dazzling throne in heaven's height. 
Looks down upon his children day and night. 
And sees their smallest care with pitying sight, 
And folds them in his love so warm and bright, 
And when they sit in darkness is their light ? 
Jehovah-Jireh. 
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Jehoyah-Jireh ! Oh we trust Thy hand, 

So strong, so true ; 
Hold Thou us up, or we can never stand, 
Lead us, O lead us to the far-off land, 
Where we may sing, with all the sacred band. 

The song so new. 



ABIDE WITH US. 

Luke XXIV— 29. 



Blessed petition to their master made, 
By the disciples twain at Emmaus, 
How powerfully and pleadingly they pray'd, 
" Abide with us." 

And still his people true, petition thus, 
Weary and weak, and oftentimes afraid ; 
We need his teaching, sympathy and aid. 
And so we pray, as they before us pray'd, 
" Abide with us. " 
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" Abide with xts" lest we should stray afar, 
In the world's mazes, and forbidden bowers, 
And breathe the perfume of her many flowers 
Luscious they look, but poisonous they are. 

" Abide with us," lest we should find and prize, 
Some broken cisterns, which no water hold ; 
And think them beautiful, and call them gold. 
And bind them to our hearts with many ties. 

" Abide with us," lest those with whom we roam, 
Unto our hearts become too bright and dear, 
And chain the thoughts, and warm affections here. 
Which should be centred in our heavenly home. 

** Abide with us," for dangers dark and sad, 
Surround our paths, and make our spirits sic^h. 
Without thee, we should faint away and die. 
And only with thee, are we safe and glad. 



FINIS. 



